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And if | Could Write a Symphony 


Author's Notes: 

A while back | mentioned working on something featuring Pete and John, and Jae showed interest. Soooo, this is 
for you, Jae~! Thank you for being my source of inspiration for my fics featuring our favorite boys. 

| was finally able to sit down and get a good portion of this done. It needs to be split up into a few parts 


because it's too big for me to work on as one massive thing (thanks, dyslexia and adhd. Imao) 


Takes place on Christmas night, 1919. Pete and John have decided to get clean after Keith's death. Pete goes out 
to celebrate Christmas and things don't go as well as he was hoping. John comes to save the day! 

Story and chapter titles are from Nickelback's ‘Here and Now’ album, and the song ‘Holding on to Heaven 
because that's what was playing as | finished this~. 


John and Roger had chosen to spend Christmas together, and while they had invited Pete, their guitarist had 
denied the invitation in favor of a party a mutual friend had been hosting. It didn't really matter who was 
hosting. It always featured the same people and the same vices. 


John had asked him not to go, but Pete had brushed him off. Instead of arguing, he said he would wait by the 
phone if the guitarist needed him. 


That call finally came, but so much later than John had ever expected. On the other end of the line Pete 
sounded upset, but tried to mask it. Rather than someone's home as John had previously assumed, it was a 
lavish hotel suite. Less people meant more pressure to participate. John knew how alienating it felt to be the 
only sober person surrounded by friends - and sometimes family - who were all completely out of it. It was 
the main reason he had chosen to distance himself from that social circle. 


Roger had already retired to a guest room, but John had no reservations in waking him. Even well into his 
thirties the bassist still hadn't bothered to take the time to learn to drive. The feisty blonde wasn't happy 
about being woken and forced to go out into the cold, but John told him to shove it. It was better to lose 
some sleep than it was to possibly lose another friend. They had lost too many in the business as it was, and 
Keith would be disappointed if Roger refused. 


On the way back to John's place Pete had apologized more times than either of them could count. He was 
barely holding it together, more for an attempt at keeping Roger from snapping at him, than to save his own 
pride and dignity. 


Pete said John was right. There were drugs and too many people trying to convince him to join in on the ‘fury. 
John could've said 7 fold you so; but he didn't, and surprisingly Roger kept himself quiet. It wasn't the time, nor 


was it the place. John was proud of him for leaving. He knew Keith would have been, too. 


After their friend's death, they had both vowed to get clean No more excessive drinking. No more coke, no 
heroin, no acid, and no pills. They stuck to cigarettes and pot, and even those was in moderation. It was a long 


and difficult process, but both were nearing their six month sobriety ‘anniversary’. 


Keith's death had proven they were not invincible. At times John felt like he was when their drummer was 


with him. He wondered if Pete ever did as well, but never dared to ask. 


Once they were back at John's place, he had helped the guitarist into the bathroom. Roger had gone back to 
one of the guest rooms, wanting no part in what he could only assume might happen between the two younger 


musicians. 


Pete was drunk and very likely messed up from god only knows what he might have been given at the party. 
Whether Pete had willingly taken something or been slipped it, John wasn't sure. He just hoped someone hadn't 
tried to drug him. He shuddered to think about what could've happened if that were the case. 


John held his bandmate's hair for him as he purged everything he had eaten and drank during the night. It was 
disgusting and the bassist had to resist retching as well. It was nothing new to him; he had taken care of Keith 


countless times, although his hair wasn’t nearly as long as Pete had allowed his to grow. 


John whispered words of encouragement, love, and comfort as his younger bandmate sobbed while they sat on 


the bathroom floor. It seemed as if Pete found some small amount of comfort from the cool tiles under his 
hands; something about the glossy texture must have been calming, as he repetitively and rhythmically drew 
invisible patterns over them. ‘Gounding’, John thought it was called. Keith used to do something similar in order 


to help calm himself, and it appeared that it had the same effect for the younger musician by his side. 


"| feel so gross," Pete mumbled once he'd managed to calm himself enough to form coherent words. "Can't 


believe you put up with me when I'm like this.” 


"I can run a bath for you if you'd like?" John offered, already up and rummaging through a large cabinet filled 
with towels and various bath things. "There's some lavender oil in here somewhere..." 


"Yes, please," Pete mumbled, hands covering his face. "Anything to help me not feel so disgusting. | don't care 
what it smells like. Just as long as it helps." 


"It does. | don't believe in the whole ‘aroma therapy’ bullshit," John made a one handed air quote even though 
Pete wasn't looking at him. "But this stuff actually works. Its for relaxation and stress relief." After starting 
the water and plugging the drain he added a generous portion of the appropriately colored oil to the bath. As 
to be expected it tinted the water purple. 


"Whatever it is, it smells good," Pete dropped his hands, yet kept his eyes closed. Fucking Christ he hated 
crying. It always left him feeling so drained, congested, and incredibly sensitive to light. It didn't help that John 
kept the bathroom lit up like a fucking Christmas tree. "I feel a migraine coming on.. can you turn off the 


lights?" 


"Sure. Do you want me to light some candles instead?" John asked while draping a towel up above the radiator 
so it would be warm once Pete was finished. "It'd be good to have at least a bit of light. I'd open the door so 
the hall light could filter through, but then you'd lose a lot of the heat" 


"Candles sound fine. As long as they're not pumpkin scented" As much as he loved Autumn, Pete couldn't stand 
the smell nor the taste. He counted himself lucky he didn't have to deal with being bombarded with it; God help 


the dumb Americans and their ‘pumpkin spice’ fever. 


"They're not scented, so nothing to worry about" John held out his arm for Pete to grab onto. Thankfully his 


guitarist did so with no resistance, and was steady enough to get into the tub on his own. 


It took a bit of searching, but once he had found a set of fresh tea light candles, John placed them along the 


sink and a small table next to the tub. In any other situation the scene would've been incredibly romaniic. 


"Stay with me?" Pete could make out John's form near the doorway; the light from the hallway filtered in 
through the bottom of the door, giving it a strange, eerie appearance. With John's large, imposing frame it 
nearly made him look like some sort of monster. He might have made a joke if he hadn't felt so fucking 


miserable. 


‘Of course," John answered softly. "I was just making sure the candles weren't going to fall” He was intending 


to sit on the closed toilet seat when Pete yet again spoke up. 


"will you get in with me?" His voice sounded meek, almost child-like. It was almost unsettling to hear the 


younger man speak in such a way. 


"| would." John began slowly, "but it would be uncomfortable." It wasn't a lie, but he also knew he would be 
tempted to take things into a direction Pete wouldn't appreciate. They had seen each other completely nude and 
shared a shower once or twice, but never had they shared a moment that would've been so.. intimate. "Alison 
is much shorter than you, and even she had difficulty getting comfortable with me," John quickly added on. 
"But... | can sit on the edge if you want?" Compromise was better than a rejection Especially when it was clear 


just how much the guitarist was craving physical attention 
"That works," Pete said, tone having lifted just a bit. "Can | lay my head on your lap, too?" 


"Of course, just as long as you don't mind me playing with your hair." John hiked up his trousers so they 
wouldn't get wet and stepped into the warm water. After he had sat down on the edge of the bath and gotten 
comfortable, Pete laid his head on the bassist's lap. In return, John's fingers slowly and gently carded through 
oily, natural colored locks. No words needed to be said. John knew just how much Pete needed the closeness, 


and he wasn't about to ruin it, no matter how many explicit thoughts wanted to run through his head. 


Eventually John broke the comfortable silence that had settled between them, anyway. "You're beautiful," he 
whispered. "So, so very beautiful” The flickering flames from the candles cast a warm glow that illuminated 
Pete's features in such a way that John wondered if he was dreaming. His guitarist was even more handsome 
than he'd ever thought possible. As he gazed down at the younger man upon his lap, he remembered just why 
he'd fallen in love with him all those years ago. His gaze traced the strong jawline, shaded with a 5 o'clock 
shadow that had been given several days to grow. His eyebrows were always so perfectly shaped, and John 
couldn't help but wonder if the gorgeous man before him did anything to keep them that way. 


"Not like this," Pete answered back, words muffled but holding a sadness that broke the bassist's heart. "Not 
like this at all." 


"Yes, you are," John corrected gently. "Always beautiful. No matter how unkempt, disheveled, smelly, or sick 


you are. You're always beautiful." 
"No, John, no. Don't lie to me." 


"I thought | was the one who held the title of ‘se/f esteem issues and self doubt," John said, tone light and 


Teasing. "Besides, what would | have to gain from lying?" 


Pete buried his face in the crook of John's closed thighs and groaned something that sounded suspiciously like 


the word no.’ 


"If you keep arguing with me l'm going to catch every spider within a five metre radius and set them free in 
your bedroom," John warned, his signature dry humour shining. The mock threat brought out the first proper 
laugh he had heard from Pete in weeks. 


Finally the guitarist pulled away to shift his gaze upward. John wanted to say something more, but was quickly 
cut off. 


‘Sorry, John." Pete mumbled. "I drooled on your trousers." 


Ahh, so thats what that warm wet spot was. The bassist wasn't aroused, surprisingly, and it was too far down 
to be from himself even if he had been. 


"So you did," John mused. "It's nothing a quick wash won't fix.’ 
"But you love these," Pete tried to argue. 


"But | love you more." it was John's turn to interject. "You matter much more than a pair of trousers. | can 
replace them. | can't replace you." The hand that had been petting the pretty brunette tresses came down to 
briefly run a thumb along the jawline he had just been admiring. "I also love when you forget to shave. No one 


else is able to pull off the ‘too busy to shave! look quite like you can" 


With a soft, defeated sigh Pete laid his head back down on his bandmate's lap and closed his eyes. The pair 
were content to remain as they were, John petting his guitarists hair and whispering the occasional bit of 
praise. He didn't care that Pete smelled as if he hadn't bathed in a week or that his hair was oily. All he cared 
about was that his best friend was okay. 


After the water had long gone cold for the third time, Pete finally decided he wanted out. John convinced him 
to at least wash himself beforehand, which he agreed to. 


Once he was clean and dry John helped Pete into the clothes he kept specifically for just such an occasion. It 
wasn't the first time the Ox needed to take care of his Birdman. It also wasn't the first time that John had 
carried Pete bridal style from the master bathroom and to the bed. It didn't matter if Pete could walk, John 
liked having the ability to show off. 


"Stay with me?" Pete asked for the second time that night, as he fidgeted with the pillows, trying to 


comfortably prop himself up so he would be able to watch as John undressed himself. 
"Of course. Just as long as you don't mind me holding you." 
"I don't mind. As long as you don't mind my dirty hair." 


"Your arm pits stunk way more than your hair," John said while pulling open a dresser drawer to fish out a 


tee shirt a size too big, and soft enough to sleep in. "I'll be there in just a minute." 


Pete didn't mind waiting. Watching John undress was truly an experience. He wore so many layers and he 


couldn't understand just how the older musician managed not to burn up. 


At long last the lights were switched off, and John crawled into bed. Right away his guitarist was at his side, 
head laid on his chest. Fingers threaded through oily hair, and John was true to his word. 


Neither bandmate felt like sleeping, and yet neither felt like speaking, either. They were content to enjoy each 
others company as they had so many times before. But at some point, just as he had earlier, Pete broke the 


serene silence. 
"John?" 
"Yeg?" 


"Do you.." Pete hesitated long enough to break away and sit up. It was dark but just enough moonlight filtered 
in from the nearby window to allow him to see his bassist, albeit with a bit of difficulty. ".do you really think 


I'm beautiful?" There was an uncertainty within his voice, broken from exhaustion and emotionally raw. 
"Of course," John said after a moment's pause, having been caught off guard. "Always and forever." 


Pete laid back down, but this time he buried his face into John's chest while a hand came up to grip tightly at 
the soft fabric of the bassist's shirt. With a quiet, muffled voice Pete choked out the words John had been 
praying to hear for so long. 


"Please... please make me feel as beautiful as you say | am." Pete's voice wavered, muffled but laced with an 
emotion that made John's arm hair stand on end. A raw edge, so sharp and uncomfortable, so exposed. He had 
heard Pete cry and scream in frustration, shout until his throat was raw, shriek in anger, howl with laughter, 
and had even heard him groan with ecstasy, though never by his own doing. But John had never heard 
something quite like that. 


Never in all the years their friendship spanned, had he ever seen nor heard Pete be so transparent, so 
exposed and honest. It almost frightened him. 


John was no stranger to consoling and supporting Pete. He was almost always there whenever his beautiful 
guitarist needed validation, praise, or his ego stroked But this was not about their shared music. This was not 
about Pete's own music. And this was not about Pete's art, nor his other fascinating talents. This was about 
him as a person An individual, removed from his most defining traits, stripped of all immediate and unique 


identifying behaviours and talents. 


"Please, John." Pete begged softly. "Please. | want to know I'm not as broken as | feel right now." Fingers 


clutched further into the soft fabric. 


John's heart ached. It felt like an icy knife stabbing him and twisting violently. There was a chance Pete would 
come to regret his request once morning arrived. There was a chance John would regret it. And there was a 
chance Pete might not even remember it. John was at a crossroads and he knew he needed to tread wisely 


and quickly. 


John's hand came down to stroke his guitarists back. "Are you sure?" His own voice was quiet, a single thread 
of uncertainty so delicately woven in He doubted Pete would pick up on it, but mentally prepared himself, just 


in case. 


‘Ive never been more sure about anything in my entire life" Pete hadn't even hesitated. "Please, John," he 
asked again, pulling away once more. He sat up, eyes locked down with his hopefully soon-to-be other half for 
the night. "but if you don't want to, then just say so. Please don't play games with me." 


John knew right then for sure what Pete was asking for. He felt his breath hitch, and desperately the bassist 
wanted to pinch himself to be sure it wasn't a dream that would leave him frustrated in more ways than one 


upon waking. 


They had never done anything like this, but he had wanted to. Ohh how he wanted to! John had begged every 
deity he could think of to one day please, please, please give him one night with the gorgeous, ethereal man 
that currently laid beside him. They had come so close to more than platonic affection countless times over 
the years. Nothing more had ever happened than a sweet, chaste kiss between friends, much to John's dismay. 


In his fantasies it always went further. So, so much further.. 


This was his chance, and John knew that if he dared to deny Pete the one simple request, there would never 
be a second chance. He knew if he dared to deny his guitarist what he so desperately needed, he would regret 
it and he risked things never being the same between them. Pete needed this so much more than John ever 
did and ever would. 


"Are you sure this is what you want?" John asked, his voice so much more steady and smooth than he felt. 
He needed to be sure, he needed to know that they were on the same level, and yet outright asking, are you 


sure you want me fo fuck you sounded so crass and inappropriate. 


"John... please, please don't make me ask again" His grip tightened further in John's shirt, as if trying to urge 
him to get on with it already. 


Pete's eyes had always been so very expressive, so beautiful, so blue. But John swore they had never been 
more striking than that night. Maybe it was a trick from the lack of proper lighting, or maybe from what he 
was sure were tears that threatened to fall. Whatever it was, John was entranced. More so than he had been 
the night he had laid on Pete's floor and masturbated to a fantasy that mimicked the very scene that was 
about to unfold. Little did he know that Pete shared a very, very similar fantasy. 


With a shaky, slow breath John softly offered the response Pete was desperately waiting for, "I'd love to." 


Then You Would Be My Melody 


Author's Notes: 
| forgot to post this chapter, oops. It was submitted to A03 first. 


Like the previous chapter title this one also comes from the same Nickelback song, which has nothing to do 


with the story -- ‘Holding on to Heaven. 
I'm pretty happy with how this turned out. It went through more re-writes than Broken Glass 3! 


And, as usual, credit goes to JaeNunyah for this chapter finally being finished. If he wasn't here to inspire me 
this would still be sitting in my drafts collecting dust. Please go give him some love and tell him | sent you~. 


The sex isn't super detailed like my usual stuff, but that will change for the third and final chapter. It ll be 


worth waiting for, | promise~. 


John wasn't sure of how he should proceed. He had dreamed of this situation more times than he could count, 
and now that he had a chance to fulfil his fantasy he was terrified. He didn't want to fuck it up, he didn't want 


to blow what he was sure would be his only chance. 


Pete had asked for his attention but didn't specify, so now John was right back at that damn crossroads. 
Should he kiss him? Reach down under the duvet and stroke him? Should he speak, confess his love, desire and 
how much he had wanted this and hope and pray that Pete felt the same? Or should the comfortable silence 


remain in place? 


He knew that time was ticking. He had to act now. Something was better than nothing... right? But John couldn't 
help himself from wondering what was going through his guitarists mind. Was he just as nervous, or was he 
still feeling sorry for himself and under the impression it was all just an elaborate game? Did Pete feel the 
same way, and did he long for him the way John had for him, for so fucking long? He wanted to ask, but didn't 


dare. 


After a long, steady breath to calm his nerves, the bassist had managed to push down his anxiety and leaned 
in for a kiss. Their first real true romantic kiss, and the first of what he hoped and prayed would be many. 
Thankfully Pete was very receptive, giving a gentle tug at John's shirt, as if silently asking for more. 


All too happy to fulfil that desire, John trailed his kisses from Pete's strong jawline and to his throat, which he 
greedily bit into. Not hard enough to draw blood, but just enough to leave a mark that would fade before day 
broke. The action, although very simplistic and tame, had the guitarist gasping and groaning already. John took 


note for next time. 


Next time. 


The two little words echoed within his mind, as if repeating them to himself would magically guarantee there 


would, without a doubt, be a next time. 
That thought reminded him of Keith... 


After their first time as an ‘unofficial couplet the pretty drummer had asked what was on his mind. John 
admitted he was thinking about what they would do in the future; how far they might go, where it might be, 
and what might happen. Keith had giggled and said they should focus on the here and now, not the later. The 
future didn't matter, not as long as they were together. While he didn't want Keith to be on his mind right at 
that moment, John supposed there was a reason for it. No matter how hard he tried to push the memories 


with his bandmate away, they kept resurfacing. 


In their early days when they were still merely friends with benefits Keith often referred to John as his 
‘temporary other half. fs really romantic and emotional with you, he would say. ‘Kinda Ike we're a couple, but 
without all the complicated relationshp stuff: After that night John had begun to use the sweet term of 
endearment for those he regularly laid with. And now, at long last he could fulfil his aching desire to add Pete 
to that list. .at least, for tonight. 


The thought alone thrilled him in a way he couldn't quite explain, a strange emotion welling up in his chest that 
he hadn't felt since the night Keith had agreed to stay with him forever. John had a feeling he mustve been 
watching them from the afterlife - heaven? hell? maybe both. The little wildcat had often suggested pulling 
Pete into their bed for ‘some fun’ when he got like this, but John had always shot him down. He never thought 


his other half could've been serious. But now he realized Keith must've seen something in Pete that he hadn't. 


John could feel Pete's hardness pressed up against his thigh, so very warm and firm. While he normally would 
have asked what his partner desired, he didn't want to risk breaking the comfortable silence that had settled 
between them. He also didn't want to place Pete into a position where he was forced to think coherently. John 
knew all too well how frustrating it was to turn feelings and desires into words when the fog of lust was so 


fucking heavy and threatened to suffocate. 


Instead, John chose to proceed carefully, being ready to pick up on even the smallest hint of discomfort or 
hesitation. It was difficult to keep himself alert and aware when he was just as aroused as his temporary 
other half, but Pete was worth it. No matter how desperately he also desired relief for his own aching 
erection, he would not allow himself to give in. Pete was not Keith. There was a chance he wouldn't appreciate 


not being the sole focus, especially while in such a fragile state. 


After his hand had untangled from Pete's, John worked it down under the duvet. Normally he would have taken 
his time, teasing curiously across his partner's body, but the urgency his beautiful lyricist had displayed from 


the very beginning let him know such an act would be inconsiderate and cruel. 


With surprising ease considering he couldn't see, John carefully wedged his wandering fingers between their 
tightly pressed forms. Though he had to rely on touch alone, he was pleasantly surprised to find that Pete 
was thicker than he had expected. Above average and bigger than Keith, but he enjoyed a good challenge. 


In response to the talented fingers gliding along his much too tight and precome slick boxers, Pete's steel-like 
erection pulsed. An especially firm press to his tip coaxed out the most beautiful, delicious groan John had 
ever heard. A reaction so strong, so intense, left the bassist's lust hazy mind to wander. When was the last 
time Pete had allowed someone to touch him, and when was the last time he had dared to touch himself? 
Rather than distract himself with thoughts of his handsome guitarist stroking his cock or a faceless and 


nameless man worshipping it, he put his hand to work 


An index finger trailed along the rapidly growing wet patch he had found, taking care not to press too hard or 
move too quickly. Pete was so reactive, and John could feel his own arousal twitch every time his other half's 
hips arched up, silently begging for more. While he longed to tease his bandmate's delicious cock, John 
ultimately decided doing so would be cruel. Those wonderful sighs, groans, and gasps he was so easily drawing 
out were quickly rising in both volume and urgency. It would be such a shame to finish him off with something 


so simple, and John knew the orgasm would defintely not be satisfying. 


Pete hissed with both disappointment and desperation when the contact ceased, his bassist's hand disappearing. 
Before he could even attempt to question, John gave him yet another sweet kiss. A hand was planted firmly 
against his warm chest which Pete understood as the universal sign for give me space’ While he couldn't be 


sure, he had an idea of what was to come and eagerly put a bit of distance between them. 


Now that he had a bit of room to work John deftly slid his hand down into the precome slick material. The 
erection he had lusted after for far too long was equally slick and hard, yet velvety soft. With the way it 
pulsed and throbbed from even the most gentle of touches, John knew his fellow lyricist likely wouldn't last 
much longer if they were to continue in such a way. It would be a shame if Pete were to come so quickly, and 


from something so simple.. 


He had promised to make Pete ‘feel beautiful’, and while a handjob was pleasurable and sweet, it wouldn't be 
nearly as mind blowing or intimate as something more.. daring. In a brief moment of clarity, John realized this 
was his chance to finally live out one of his fantasies. But which one? There were so many! Pete likely wouldn't 


even choose if given an option, so asking him to decide was out of the question. 


Silently John went through the list of his masturbation material while slowly gliding his thumb along Pete's 
swollen glans. It was difficult to narrow down, but only two truly called out to him. Penetration and oral. The 
former would include a lot of preparation, and if he was at all honest with himself, John wasn't even sure if he 
would last long enough to make it worth the effort.. It had been a while since he had slept with anyone else. 
Cutting out toxic people from his friend group meant less friends with benefits. That wasn't a problem, though. 


He legitimately enjoyed oral more than penetration, anyway. 


As much as John desperately wanted to suck his gorgeous bandmate off, he had quickly realized Pete would 


not last nearly long enough for a position change. Especially not when he was already so sensitive. 


When his erotic attention had stopped and John chose to only hold his guitarists throbbing, aching erection, 
Pete protested with a desperate whimper. It was more pathetic than anything else, and John almost felt guilty. 
"Shh," he purred sweetly as his free hand tugged the front of Pete's boxers down fully. "It's okay. | won't leave 
you hangin’. But there's somethin’ so much better | can give you." His thumb glided along the slick glans for a 
final pass before once more shifting to a full grip. Without warning John squeezed his beautiful guitarists 
arousal. Not hard enough to seriously hurt, but definitely enough to stave off the orgasm he knew was so 


close. 


The reaction was instant, Pete hissing quietly with a strange mixture of pain, pleasure, defeat, and 
disappointment. The technique was one John had often used with Keith while they indulged in orgasm denial. 
While he had learned to perfect the technique, John had also learned not everyone would give the same 
results. He was both thrilled and incredibly aroused it had worked with his beautiful lyricist. While he knew the 
chance of getting Pete into his bed once more was not guaranteed, John silently wished they could indulge in 


something slightly more kinky in the future. 


Rather than wait for the questioning he knew was to come, John stole the non-existent words with a gentle 
kiss. "Shh, just relax for a moment." After releasing his hold on the now softened cock, the bassist wiped his 
hand off on the duvet. "We'll continue soon as you're no longer so sensitive." 


Now that he had nothing and no one to focus upon to take his mind off of his own need, John was realizing 
just how aroused he truly was. In a poor attempt to keep himself distracted, he had begun to run his fingers 
through his other half's hair. The silence between them that had once more settled was comfortable, but still 


sexually charged. However, it didn't last long. 


"John." Pete whispered softly, breath falling warm against his bassist's ear. "John." His name felt so good to 
say, so comforting and soothing. He repeated his bandmate's name several more times, quiet and airy, sweet, 


with just a hint of lust that had not, and would not, fade. 


John recognized it as another self soothing technique that Keith would use. "lm here, don't worry. I'm not going 
anywhere." His name sounded so good coming from the man he had lusted after for far too long. As much as 
he didn't want Pete to stop, it was only arousing him even more and John couldn't resist discreetly squeezing 
his thighs together in an attempt to relieve at least a bit of the pressure he felt. To make matters worse his 
beautiful guitarist had offered him sweet kisses that he simply couldn't deny. Eager and hungry, but gentle.. 


almost reserved, even. Unlike Keith's sloppy, greedy, and sometimes aggressive affection 


"John." Pete murmured yet again after pulling away. "Please," he asked softly, the desperation resurfacing and 
coating every word. "| need you.. please." He paused for only a moment, as if trying to organize his thoughts. 
"Would you." he swallowed thickly. "Would you..think ill of me if l.. wanted more than what you would've given?" 
John had said he wanted to give more than a handjob, but some small part of him wondered if it was a mind 


game. No, John wouldn't do that. Why the fuck did he even ask such a stupid question? 


"No, of course not!" John was quick to answer, not daring to spare even one single second if he could help it. He 
could tell just how fragile Pete still was and it hurt so fucking bad. "Never, | promise." He brushed a lock of 
hair from his other halfs eyes and tucked it behind his ear. "If you're ready, we can continue. But please, take 


as long as you need." 


The radiator had switched back on at some point and now that he wasn't so distracted by his burning arousal, 
Pete had realized he was much too warm for a very different reason. Without a word he laid out on his back 
and threw the duvet away, uncovering both himself and John in the process. He wanted to apologize, but his 
thoughts were still so lust hazy that he couldn't have put together a coherent sentence if his life depended on 
it. 


Despite the limited bit of moonlight that filtered in, John was treated to the most beautiful sight. Pete's 
boxers were still pulled down, but now his shirt had also ridden up, leaving him fully exposed. While he 
appreciated the entire view, it was his guitarists cock that John was truly captivated by. It was just as thick 


as he had imagined, hard, slick with fresh precome. 


‘lm ready. „please touch me." Pete's request came with a desperation woven into each word that John had so 


rarely heard. It sent chills of arousal down his spine. 


"You want me to undress you?" His own question wavered, a fine dusting of lust coating it that he didn't even 


try to hide. Pete's response wasn't necessarily verbal, just a whimper with a positive inflection 


While helping his bandmate strip John yet again had the realization that this could be their only time together. 
He should be using it wisely, not tossing it away and rushing through the experience just so he could get to 
the ‘fun part. Foreplay was important, even if penetration wasn't on the table. He should take the time to 
tease and caress the flesh he might never again be permitted to touch. 


Once he had settled himself between Pete's knees John slowly trailed his fingers along his inner thigh, 
wordlessly coaxing him to part further. Adventurously his hand crept further and further upwards, 
purposefully avoiding the straining erection that begged to be caressed. His reward for such teasing came in 


the form of increasingly desperate whimpers and pleas for more. Just the sweet tone made his cock twitch. 


"Tease," Pete panted and arched up, desperately trying to coax his dyed counterpart's fingers running through 
his pubic hair to move down just a fraction of an inch. He wanted to say more, he wanted to beg his handsome 
bassist to just touch his throbbing, swollen, slick cock already, but he couldn't think clearly enough to form a 


proper sentence. 


It was only when said cock John had been hungrily eyeing had given a particularly strong pulse that he finally 
gave in. Delicately he took hold of the sensitive arousal and gave the most teasing, slow stroke. The quiet, 
encouraging groan he had received was so sweet, so delicious! It was clear Pete was still extremely sensitive, 


and so John made a mental note to proceed with caution. 


To further test his beautiful guitarist's arousal level, John leaned down to place a kiss to the very tip of his 
stiff cock. The resulting taste upon his lips was just as wonderful as he had always imagined.. sweet, for 
precome at least, and not at all bitter. Even though the affection had been limited and so tame, Pete hissed 


with pleasure and arched up, silently begging for more. 


They had only just begun, but it was so difficult for John to keep himself focused. If he didn't put both of his 
hands to work soon, he knew one would soon be down between his thighs, and he couldn't have that. Pete 
deserved his full attention, which meant both hands No fucking exceptions! 


When it finally became too much and John needed some sort of attention for himself and his will power had 
finally run dry, he would resort to the oldest and most underrated masturbation method.. grinding It was easy 
and discreet enough that his partner didn't have to know. They could remain unaware while he worshipped their 
body thoroughly, treating them as if they were a god. The benefits highly outweighed the drawbacks, especially 
when it left his partner assuming he had come just from touching them. It was always a self esteem and 


confidence booster, both of which he knew Pete desperately needed, 


Under the guise of getting comfortable, John began bunching up the duvet in such a way that would allow him 
to discreetly grind himself against it. Any time he thought that Pete might grow curious as to what he was 
doing, his thumb slowly glided over his sensitive, swollen glans. Pleasure always provided the perfect distraction 


no matter who he might be sleeping with. 


It had taken a bit longer than he would have liked, but once John had found a position that suited both of their 
needs, he dove right in. He intended to provide his other half with an absolutely mind blowing blowjob, and so he 
planned to spare absolutely nothing That meant starting strong with a painfully slow balls-to-tip lick, followed 
by a bit of slow and firm massaging of the base. 


Some might have considered a ‘good blowjob’ to include a lot of deep throating or head bobbing, but John didn't 
play that game. Oh hell no. He saw no appeal to bobbing his head like a god damned parakeet. His partner could 

fuck his mouth if they really wanted that sort of stimulation. He enjoyed focusing more on sucking and making 
use of his tongue, as that actually took real skill. 


John's preferred style of blowjob had always been two handed; stroking whatever he wasn't worshipping orally, 
while his free hand found something else to do. Whether it was teasing the inside of his partner's thighs, 
rubbing the base of their cock, giving their balls a bit of attention, or teasing their entrance, John never dared 
to give his partner anything less than his full, undivided attention. If that meant he had to grind upon 


something to relieve his own needy cock like a horny teenager, then so be it! 


When he choose to take all of his partner in, it was an incredibly slow, but oh so rewarding experience. He 
swallowed around them while his fingers teased the base, squeezing in time. Years of playing his horns gave 
John impressive breath control, which meant more stimulation from his throat. And when it came to his 
tongue in particular.. he had Alison to thank for the experience. The slow, teasing strokes she enjoyed 


translated quite well to a penis. 


While slowly rocking his hips down against the bed, John took his time slowly ‘painting’ his bandmate's glans, 
tongue gliding along the slit. It was a thrill to ‘catch' every new drop of precome, and he began to wonder how 


the real product might taste. 


Above him he could hear Pete gasp and groan, something that had sounded suspiciously similar to ‘evil teasing 
bastard: John chuckled, the vibration adding to the sensation A hand unexpectedly fisted within his hair, and 
John couldn't help a soft, pleasurable groan that managed to sneak out. A tug, almost urgent in nature, was 


followed up with a desperate, pleading ‘faster! more! 


Not willing to disappoint or frustrate his other half for the night, even though he desperately wanted to make 
the event last as long as possible, John followed the demand. His grip tightened, hand gliding along the slick 
shaft as the flat of his tongue pressed firmly against the underside. He wasn't a mind-reader, and so John had 
decided to allow Pete to control the rhythm and direct him. Thankfully it quickly became clear just where he 
desperately wanted to be touched, and John fell into place. 


The hand that held his hair captive tightened and tugged firmer, coaxing out another quiet groan from the 
bassist. He could feel his own cock pulsing, his boxers slick with so much precome John knew it must've looked 


as if he had pissed himself. 


The event was over quicker than they had expected. John had realized much too late his enthusiastic and 
pleasured noises had essentially turned his mouth into a vibrator. He could only imagine how wonderful his 
desperate groans must've felt while Pete came. John was all too happy to swallow, but had unfortunately 
missed the first shot due to his own orgasm leaving him unable to do much more than simply hold the 


throbbing cock as his mouth was fucked. He had made sure to get the following five shots, however. 


When it was all over John panted, feeling much too sensitive all over. It had been quite some time since he had 
an orgasm so powerful, and from the desperate groans and rapid thrusting from his guitarist, he could only 


assume Pete likely hadn't come in weeks. 


Pete was the one to reach over to the bedside lamp and switch it on He wanted to catch his bandmate ‘red 
handed as he knew he had been masturbating. Why else would he have clearly come? To his disappointment 
John had already sat up and taken off his shirt to wipe away the come he hadn't managed to swallow. He had 
been expecting to see him try to hide his shame, but instead found himself surprised. He couldn't help but lock 
his gaze upon the front of the boxers he wore, noticing the fresh come that had stained the dark material. 
John, unsure of what to say just shrugged. He wasn't about to admit he had been fucking the bed like a horny 


teenager and ruin the illusion 


"You're beautiful, like | said. Beautiful, hot, sexy, gorgeous, lovely.. so many choices, take your pick” John 
crawled off of the bed so that he could pull off his boxers and begin cleaning himself up with them. "I wasn't 


lying.” 


Pete, unsure of what to say, swallowed thickly. "Never been with somebody who came just from.. touching me." 


The final two words were spoken with a mixture of disbelief and confusion While he wanted to ask for 


clarification and poke and prod, he instead let it be. Something about the calm and satisfaction he felt made him 
hyper aware of just how the dim yellow-hued light from the bedside lamp cast shadows along John's well 
defined arms. He was thick in all the right places, and Pete realized he had never really, truly, gotten the 
chance to admire John's form. He was rarely so naked, so bare, and he wondered why anyone with such a 
gorgeous body would want to cover it up. "I can't tell you how long I've wanted this," he finally admitted. "But 
this wasn't some ploy to get you into bed, | swear." 


While the confession had thrilled and excited him more than he could put into words, John kept himself quiet, 
neutral. The last thing he wanted was to somehow scare Pete off by being too enthusiastic. Whether that 
would happen or not, he wasn't sure, but still didn't want to take a chance. Once he had sat back down on the 
bed John placed a hand upon his guitarists thigh in a reassuring fashion. "I know, don't worry. | can say | feel 
the same." He hesitated a moment, wondering if it was worth it to add on to the thought. "..l just never 
thought you were interested in me. Figured you would be too afraid of risking our friendship or whatever." 


"Yeah, same.. Its why | never made a move." That, and John had Keith. He wasn't about to intrude, no matter 
how many times Keith had come on to him, all of which he had just assumed was an attempt to get on his 


nerves. 


Neither musician seemed to know what to say. What was there to say? John wanted to confess his love, to 
ask Pete to be his now, or some other mushy crap, but he didn't know where to start. Especially not when he 
had no time to plan Thankfully, Pete was the one to break the silence, yet again 


"| want to return the favour." It was genuine, with Pete's voice holding a confident edge for the first time in 


weeks. 


John didn't need even a moment to think on it. "You could repay me by letting me fuck you in the shower." No 
frilly language, no sugar coating, no prettying it up or being polite. Straight to the point as usual. 


Pete, however, hesitated. "If you want me to come I'll need some time to.. recharge," he said awkwardly. 
Becoming too sensitive after getting off wasn't fun. 


"I just need enough time for a smoke," John chuckled. "You take all the time you need, though. The water needs 
to heat up, anyway." He got up and offered his hand. Pete dramatically took it, playing up the ‘too tired to 
move' act he had legitimately felt not so long ago. 


"Should | carry you again?" John pretended to be unaware. 


"Yes, please. You're the only one who can carry me." It wasn't a lie - Keith had tried in the past, but the size 


difference was much too awkward and he wasn't nearly as strong as John 


Ill carry you anytime you want, you know | like showing off. All you have to do is ask" Without another word 
John easily scooped his guitarist up and headed for the master bathroom. 


